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No, King, they cut up poetry with
their logic. They are like the young-
horned deer trying their new horns
on the flower-beds.

Whom should I ask, then ?

Ask those whose hair is turning
grey.

What do you mean, Poet ?

The youth of these middle-aged
people is a youth of detachment.
They have just crossed the waters
of pleasure, and are in sight of the
land of pure gladness. They don't
want to eat fruit, but to produce it.

I, at least, have now reached that
age of discretion, and ought to be
able to appreciate your songs. Shall
I ask the General ?

Yes, ask him.    *

And the Chinese Ambassador ?

Yes, ask him too.